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Owning a coffee shop was not Elizabeth DeVille’s dream when she was still just little 
Betty Giselle. It was Howard’s dream, that adorable Howie that third-grader Betty would 
relentlessly poke rather than admit having a crush on him. Betty wanted to be a wrestler, and she 
had lived that dream before fate reunited her with Mr. DeVille at her best friend’s wedding. Her 
nest egg accrued over more than thirty pro-circuit bouts, combined with Howard’s savings and 
inheritance was more than enough to cover the costs of opening a business, and Elizabeth was 
happy to share in her husband’s dream. The coffee shop’s soft opening was the second happiest 
day of Betty’s life, after the birth of her twins Phil and Lil. They named their café Lava Java, and 
it was the town’s premiere bistro, at least before the first Queequegs opened. The chain was the 
root of the DeVilles’ marital disagreements. By the time the third location opened up, their 
separation seemed inevitable. Elizabeth had flirted with renaming the café Betty’s Beans, but that 
was before Queequegs’ offer to buy it out. The opportunity for Elizabeth and Howard to continue 
on as the fourth location’s proprietors, with six-figure salaries and full benefits packages, was the 
driving force behind their trial UN-separation. Freed from corporate liability, free to hire 


managers to fit in more family time, it seemed like their troubles were behind them. 


Didila Kropotkin’s one dream was to have a family. Stuart Pickles was a kind man and 
underappreciated genius; as with all inventors, his future prospects could not guarantee a wife 
financial security, but money was not Didi’s first concern. The wedding was like something out 
of fairytale—white cloth and prismatic flowers in the glory of nature. The bridesmaids’ dresses 
were a sedate purple, well matching the hydrangeas, a hue inspired by the favorite color of Betty, 
the maid of honor. Among Stu’s groomsmen was Betty’s childhood crush, Howard, and thanks 
to those flattering dresses, Didi wasn’t the only one bedded that night! While the Deville’s 
dreams seemed to come to rapid fruition, the same could not be said for the Pickles. Every month 
Stu and Didi tried to add to their family, following the twenty-eight-day cycles like devotees of 
the Triple Goddess, but where she might have hoped for ice cream cravings and stretch marks, 


she only seemed to find countless glasses of cranberry juice and maxi pads. 


By the time of Betty and Howard’s wedding, a miscarriage had almost broken Didila’s 
spirit. She had reprioritized her life, switching from full-time to substitute teaching, and focusing 
her maternal ambitions on babysitting her niece, Angelica, the daughter of Stu’s older brother. 


Yet, even Fate can be kind. Betty spotted Didi’s bump, and Didila recognized the swelling in 


Elizabeth’s more ample figure. The birth of Tommy Pickles and the DeVille twins were so close 
that the two mothers’ friends-circle had a wager on which baby would be born first. Stuart’s 
other groomsman, Chas, also had a baby around the same time. Taking care of the four infants 
and Angelica threatened to consume Didi’s days completely until they could begin schooling, if 
not for Stuart’s dad finally agreeing to move in with them. Grandpa Lou’s presence permitted 
Didi some time away from her rug rats, but rearing Tommy remained her primary focus. As is 
often the case when you stop trying to accomplish a goal, it randomly just happens, and after 


Tommy, Fate blessed the Pickles with a second son, Dylan. 


By the time of Dil Pickles’ birth, Tommy was moving away from the bottle. Elizabeth 
took longer to wean her twins from breast milk. However, as the twins transitioned to formula 
and solid food, Betty gained more free time, but also contemplated how her breasts now wanted 
for attention. Maybe if Howard gave more affection to those lovely globes, like her lovers during 
her wrestling days, the DeVilles might have had less marital problems. In contrast, the Pickles 


continued to have a surfeit of intimacy and affection! 


Didila would attribute any success as a parent and teacher to that quack Dr. Lipshitz, but 
it was really her intuition and kind heart that led to her greatest successes, and that’s what Betty 
admired most in Didi. For her part, Didi admired Elizabeth’s roaring physical vigor and 
confidence. If Didila was the paragon of secular Jewish motherhood, then Betty was the lion of 
Midwest strength and cunning. When she wasn’t with her family or running the café, Betty was 
in the gym blasting her delts or quads, bulking up her arms or legs, or shredding her core and 
glutes! If Didi wasn’t at home or teaching, she would find time to be there to support her bestie, 


either at Lava Java or the workouts that were at her level. 


Stuart finds it easiest to work when Didi is away, and with Lou to watch over the 
children, she does not need to be in the house constantly when not working. Stu lovingly asks 
Didla to leave after they share a family lunch. It’s difficult for Didi to tear herself away from that 
positive family vibe, so she is comforted being around Elizabeth, who is like a sister to her! 
Angelica’s mother, Charlotte, could never be that ersatz sister; she values her work more than 


her own daughter, let alone a woman she views as only a contractual relation! 


After the lunch rush, business slows down at Lava Java. That will probably change once 
Queequegs takes over, but for now, it’s opportune gym time. Howie can certainly handle the café 
during the afternoon, especially with the part-timers that they’ve held on to since their eatery’s 


heyday. 


“Hey, Betty!” Didi came in already in her workout spandex, her regular clothes stowed in 
her gym bag. Her crimson leotard, pink tights and orange leg warmers have a charming retro 
feel. Although it’s been less than two years since the birth of their children, Betty feels like it has 
been a decade. Even her trendy sweater and track pants feel anachronistic, but once she’s in the 
zone, Elizabeth could be naked for all she cares. The day’s workout is JazzieBiking, the best 
exercise for the lower half of the body that doesn’t involve kegels (although Betty manages to 


squeeze those in, too)! 


“Hey, Didi! Ready to work those legs?” she asked while jogging in place, lifting her 


knees nearly to her breasts. 
“T just hope it will help tone up this baby belly.” 


“Ah shucks, our stretch marks are badges of honor! I'd like to see how Stu or Howie 
looked after nine months of being a human egg! Howie, Ill be back for the dinner rush; I trust 
you to hold down the fort!” she announced with a kiss on her husband’s cheek and strong but 
well-intentioned slap to his back. “Didi, why don’t we go back to my place after the workout and 


watch a movie?” 
“T don’t want to be away from the kids for too long...” 


“The pups’ll be fine; Stu’s dad is a great babysitter! We just got a bunch of videos—Gia, 
Desert Hearts, Fire, Bound, All Over Me, High Art, The Opposite of Sex...” 


“We'll see how I feel after the class? Maybe.” 


It’s a sufficient answer for Betty. The last thing she would want is for Didi to feel 


pressured or uncomfortable. 


The gym is just across the street from the café, so they both jogged the very short 


distance. Before they could reach the door, a town car whipped in behind them. Out stepped 


Charlotte Pickles, her long blonde hair pulled into a ponytail, wearing a designer tracksuit and 
the most impractical pair of stiletto heels! She always worked out in heels, and Betty furtively 
watched, hoping in vain that the bitch might break an ankle. Every day brought the same 
disappointment when the least-kind Mrs. Pickles strutted out the gym after whatever exercise 


was on the rotation. 


She was talking on her cell phone, giving a half-hearted wave to her sister-in-law and 
Betty before she continued to ignore them. Didi and Betty picked stationary bikes beside one 
another in the second row; Charlotte occupied the cycle in front of Betty, and Elizabeth couldn’t 
help but notice the glittery g-string peeking out above the tracksuit’s waistband on that toned ass. 


Oh, how Betty wished that it were Didi’s jiggly butt instead! 


After the cycling class, Elizabeth and Didila rewarded themselves with smoothies as a 
cool down before hitting the showers. Charlotte emerged from the locker room, already 
showered, clothed in a 5" Avenue pantsuit, well-coiffed and immaculate. Absorbed in a phone 
call, she didn’t even acknowledge the ladies as she passed them by. It took every ounce of self- 


control for Betty not to trip the cold-hearted snake... 


Elizabeth could not help but watch out the corner of her eye as Didi stripped off the 
spandex, revealing a red lace thong beneath. Betty thought to herself, “Maybe if I wore sexier 
underthings, Howie would want to have sex more often;” she frowned as she caught a glimpse of 
her own plain cotton sports bra and briefs. She hurried and stripped the last of her clothes so she 
could follow Didi into the showers; this Sapphic voyeurism would fuel her later exercise if Didla 


decided not to come back to Betty’s place. 


It’s a wonder that Didi did not notice Elizabeth’s lustful gaze. Betty admired Didi’s still 
buxom bosom, her large but controlled post-baby figure, her shocking red tuft above her sex! 
Betty couldn’t help but imagine Didi as Botticelli’s Venus, although her frizzy hair could never 
obscure those lovely breasts. As Didi struggled to soap her back, Betty could take it no longer. 
She lathered up her strong hands and pressed them firmly to Didi’s shoulders. 


“You look like you could use some help there, Sweetie.” 


“Oh!” Didi exclaimed in shock. Slightly embarrassed, she replied, “Thanks, Betty. 


That’s, uh, very nice.” 


As Betty’s grappler hands moved in circles over Didi’s back, they began to radiate out. 
As Elizabeth’s lips pressed to Didila’s moistened neck, she let out a moan that Betty recognized 
as quite approving. The larger woman dared let her hands explore further, as Didi forgot herself 
and reached behind her, only able to take hold of Betty’s side. As the experienced and dominant 
hands found their way to Didi’s breasts, she let out a squeak of pleasure, but this was nothing 
compared to the moans she let out as the large but nimble fingers found their way to the 
redhead’s waiting cunt! Miraculously no one outside the shower took note, and the running water 


washed away any liquid evidence of Didila’s orgasm at the hands of her best friend. 
Didi turned around and gave her most passionate kiss to Betty. “Stu can never know!” 


“So, I can’t divorce Howie and tell him I want to be with the best woman in the world?” 
Betty jested. They both gave a boisterous laugh, loud enough that some women in the locker 


room heard them but did not investigate any further... 


Several months after Betty and Howie renewed their vows... 
Didi lifted her mouth from Betty’s soaking pussy. “Can we really keep doing this?” 


“Maybe we should get the guys together and talk about swinging. Can you imagine 


Howie and Stu together?” 


9999 


“That definitely wouldn’t be Stu’s first thought when he hears ‘swingging 


“Oh, you think he’d want some of this, too?” Betty bent forward to kiss her best friend. 
She had lost track of how many times she and Didi had been together, but the redhead had 
become quite the skilled cunnilinguist. She could bring Elizabeth to orgasm every time. There 


was no faking it like with Howard. “I have something new I want to try.” 


Didi watched as the Amazon removed a large box from the nightstand. Within was a 


bottle of lube and a strap-on with a massive black dildo. 
“D-do... do you use that on Howard!?!” 


“Oh, no! But, I have made him use it on me a few times! Ha-ha-ha!” Fixing the 
contraption about her waist, Elizabeth used a quarter of the bottle to coat the entire phallic 


simulacrum evenly. What remained on her hands, she rubbed over and into Didi’s anxious vulva. 
“You'll ruin me for me for my husband!” 


“That’s kinda the idea, Sweetie,” Betty teased as she eased the large toy into her lover’s 
vagina. Once hilted, it took only a couple thrusts in-and-out to bring Didi to a quivering orgasm, 
as she sprayed her partner with ejaculate equal to or surpassing the amount of lubricant the she- 
hulk had applied to the toy. For a moment, Elizabeth considered wearing it as a trophy with 
which to confront her husband, but she decided that she really did love Howie (just not as much 


as she loved Didi)! 


